EPILOGUE

wide for them. When I came downstairs my friend had
retired to his study to work; his wife said brightly,
"Well, are you going to do your twenty miles to-day?"

"I think not/5 I replied, as one who was on holiday
and was entitled capriciously to change his mind.

"Why not stay another night?53

"No, I simply must work this stiffness off/3

"Well, what about staying for lunch and going oa
afterwards?33

The company was congenial, the armchairs com-
fortable, the prints on the walls pleasant, the books re-
assuring, the sunlit branches through the windows
enchanting.

"Your horse is quite all right,33 my hostess resumed.
"We've been to see him already. Mr. Jinks says he's
made friends with the other horses and looks as if he'd
settled down for life. Have a look at the papers while
I talk to cook and then corne up and see our local
landlord.33

With great strength of mind I said "Yes33; before long
we Were going slowly uphill through a village that would
have appealed to Birket Foster or Mr. Blunden, and
found an empty tap-room looking across the road to a
rose-garden. The landlord, a grave and preoccupied
man, brought my pint; but I had been warned that he
was a retired officer who had served long in India, and
by an easy transit through my horse we got to polo.
His face was illumined; he visited the back premises
and brought out portraits on ponies and groups of
moustached men with helmets, and sticks, sitting under
verandahs at Peshawar or Ootacamund. But when I
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